1762 


Who now are going to our End, 


: My Daughter have 1kewiſe brought, 
A tender Chils ſhes was co me, 


But often I did 8 too, 


Which in her na ute ſhe aber d, 


f For God there cauſe will ſure revenge, E 


But 1 af er . What ſhs ſaid, 


Which I cut off and burnt with fpecd, | 


. Thc laſt Dying Speech (and lat Farewel to 


the World) of Sarah Metyard, and her own Daughter Sarah 
Morgan Metyard, who were executed Ju the 19th 1762, 
pre, for the barbarous Murder, of wyA pprentice Girls. 


ARAH METYARD and SARAH MORGAN METY ARD\(her Daughter) was tryed 
\_Jfor wilfully and maliciouſly murdering Ann NatLos, a poor 'P+riſh Girl, her Appren- 


; 25 about four Years ſince, by beating, bruifiog, and tying her up to 1 Door in a Garret 
for three Pays ſucceſſively, which was frequently done, and for with-holaing from her 


Victuals, and other Neceſſgties, and thereby ſtarving her to Death The Daughter, in 
Defence of herſelf, endeavoured to ſet out the Mother in the blackeſt Light, affirming that 
the was the cauſe of her Death, by ſtarving, &c. that ſhe concealed the Body in a Box till 


too offenſive to be borne, then cut it into ſeveral Parts, andcarrie'! it from ker Houſe, near 


Mount ſtreet, to Chick Lane, where ſhe threw them into a Gully-Hole, except one of 
the ands, which having a Mark thereon ſhe burnt. The Trial lafied ieven Hours, and 


the Jury, without going cut of Court, brought them in both Guilty. There was aavther | 
Indictment againft them of the ſame Nature for the Murder of MART N ALLOR Mitten 
do the above unfortunant Child. | | 


This Morning Sarah Metyard and bir Daughter about nineteen Years of Age 


were executed at Tyburn, The Mother was ſo affected that ſhe continued in Fits 
all the Way, and lay down in the Cart, and was nor able to attend the Prayers at 
the Place of Execution, but was obliged to be lifted up a Minute ot t vo beioce ſhe 
Was turned off. The unhappy Daughter was ſo weak that ſhe was ſupported 
all che Time ſhe was in the Cart, and behaved with che greateſt Contrition. After 
hanging the uſual Time, rheix Bodies Were carried to Surgeons Hall in order for Dificcton, 


The Mother's forrowful Lamentation. 


Then down the Jully- hole we threw, 
„he manyled Corpſes there, 
#: Remoile of Conſcience i ne'er felt, 
10 While doing this { ſwear; 
9 But now ny wicked heart relents, 
77 And thudders at the thought, 
Juſtice ar length has me o ertoek, 
10 e I'm brought. 


Trention give good Chriſtians all, 
A Unto cur mourntu! cafe, THe 


To fuffer with d grace. 


ato this ſhamei- I death, 


As ever 10 drew breath, 


My 88 88 me did slope, 

K Being ſhocked ac my ways, 

% And by a Gentleman was kept, 

blk In ſplendour as ſhe ſays, 

But I would never let her reſt, 

„ But did ker much torment, 

Tho' often ſhe aid ſay co me, 
% That I ſhould it repent. 


Such Arts of cruelty, 


And very often cry d. | 
Saying dear Mother 4 not treat, 
Them ſo inhumauly, 


"w us moſt ERR 


Within her Power then it was, 


Baut beat them very fore,  B: She fatd my Life to rake, 
Altho' the Children did work hard, #: The Gentleman who did her Kos: 
I taid they ſhould do more; '; Hedida promiſe make, 
Thus by my cruel Uſage I, „That he'd no ionger live with her, 
There tender hearts did break, ep Ualeſ: ſhe did untold, 
My Daughter often did ſhed tears, 775 The "runes | had been — of, 
And her — heart did ach. TY Whieh muſt be mamtold. 
400 
When they were dead I did contrive, 225 When the had thus divulg'd the deed, 
To make away with them, by fe Ir prov'd her overthrow, | 
And cut their Hands and eg quite off, 1 5 


% And now does with me fore lament, 
ö 


Thinking co hive my ſh-me ; 3 12 Being over whelm'd with or. 
Remarkable a fitiger was, is; How can I Lord tor Pardon hope, 
Which one had on her hand, Who have . wicked been, 


* Involving of my deareſt Child, 
| in 28 mot bloody din 
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